the plunges they rocked and crashed on down the ditch,,
and turned and heaved up the now shallow bank and
on to the road again* Bayard brought it to a stop.

He sat motionless for a moment, "Whew/5 he said:
And then, "Great God in the mountain." His grand-
father sat motionless beside him, his hand still clutch-
ing the door and his head bent a little. "Think 1*11 have
a cigarette after that," Bayard added. He dug one
from his pocketj and a match; his hands were shaking,
"I thought of that damn concrete bridge again, just
as we went over/5 he explained, apologetically. He took
a deep draught at his cigarette and glanced at his
grandfather. "Y'all right?" Old Bayard made no reply,
and with his cigarette poised Bayard looked at him.
He sat as before, his head bent a little and his hand on
the door. "Grandfather?" Bayard said sharply. Still
old Bayard didn5t move, even when his grandson flung
the cigarette away and shook him roughly.

Up the last hill the tireless pony bore him and in the
low December sun their shadow fell long across the
ridge and into the valley beyond, from which the high
shrill yapping of the dogs came on the frosty, windless
air. Young dogs. Bayard told himself., and he sat his
horse in the faint scar of the road, listening as the high-
pitched hysteria of them swept echoing across his aural
field. Motionless, he could feel frost in the air. Above
him the pines9 though there was no wind in them, made
a continuous dry, wild sounds as though the frost in
the air had found voice; above them, against the high
evening blue, a shallow V of geese slid, "There'll be ice
tonight/5 he thought,, watching them and thinking of
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